
THE WITCH OF THE WATERS

A Susceptible Reporter's Interview

with Clara Bccliwith.

CHAT KITH A FAMOUS SWIMMER

Every Girl, She Says, Ought to Become an
Adept in the Art Swimming Q.uit9 Nat-

ural to Man Fear the Emotion Which

Prevents Success Cramps Unneccessary

Miss Clara Beokwith, tho ewimmer, in an
interview last evening, taught the reporter
the theory of sminiining.

The lady was at home. A white rose was
UDoirJng in her soft brown hair, her hands
vere working a scarf for her brother, the suns

cf twenty-seve-n summers were beaming in
ner ev s. and a St. Bernard dog was couchant
at her fct when the interviewer called. After
the 3cventional .exchange of ;those meaning-

less i Lrases, whieh custom liSes, Hiss Beck-

with resume d the knitting or her brother's
tic, and the reporter restlessly twirled his
wat:h charm. For a little while only the
"reading of the lady's easy chair and the
:i:k.n.j of the shining tnitting needles could

je heard.
So you really know how to swim?" blun-

dered tho intruding man.
I "have been in the swim since earliest

gir.L ioJ," said the young lady, in tones which
w ;ul 1 have resurrected Troy and made the
fcrcrs dance.

"lie water is my home," continued she,
and the reporter wished that there might be a
He.li.sr tit hard by, and he a Leanderwith
o riTip.
"II" roar and splash of watorshavo echoed

tbr.uh iut my life, sometimes calmly, often-- ti
- C3 rudely, ana I hardly think Aphrodite

Lv 1 o d brine-w- et Neptune so well as L"
W I .le saying this there was a light in her

harel eyes which brought to tho reporter's
t--in 1 lusn s "Lady of the Sea."

1I1B sriKITK KlbE WITH THE TIDES.
1 have sometimes almost dared to think

that try heart was tuned to the throbs of the
sea-- 1's pu se, and that my spirits rose and

Id ywJi the tides."
Th"ro was another lull in the talk, and the

rrus! l clicking ot the needles as she made
her brother s tie could be heard again. It was
tho nus!' of affection playing to a loved one
far away.

"H w did you become tho champion lady
swIc.TT.er of the world?"

' On coming to America from my natal
t;ath, fid Merry England, heaven bless her;"
i --tithe strains of "God Save the Queen,"
rar.g n her voice as she bald it), "I issued
th E'""csary challenges. One was accepted
Ij Miss St. John, whom I defeated. Then, in
a six days' contest I swam a greater distance
t! an p.x hadengiBg competitors, eachswim-slIh- c

1 ut on" day."
Eversa-.ealife?- "

's, several, but I don't care to discuss
thst, ' a jJ her hazel gasefeli once more upon
Lcr work. and the needles continued to
' i k. Hal tne question been. "Did jhhi ever

a life" the reporter need not have
ash." 1 It.

It js a matter of record that Miss Beckwith
jj.ungt 1 from the steamer Hunter during a
strnry "raise in the Bav of Fuudy, and res-
cue 1 a Lttle child who hud fallen' from that
crat. Other deeds of this nature have been
i'tted down on the sunny side of the Celestial
letter ty an angel secretary in the name of
this IiiJy swimmer.

bYi IlIMEKS MUST XOT BE TIMID.
That day on whieh 1 do not feel the eai-tra-

cf the water, seems to me almost a
1'auk age in my calendar. Health and vigor
c.r induced by swimming, and overj- - girl
rLtM'.l practice it. The matter of pubiie
Ewi"rrr:ng-pol- s is a neglected one. It i
:. 3Lt as caj not to sink as to sink. Swimming
La a'u ust is natural to man as to any other
r. Fparis the emotion which prevents
r.jrES Jn tU(J aCqUiremeut of the art. Timi-
dly have no place in the heart of the
sn.Tvr.

"T2 o use of life preservers and other
t) bouyaney ought to be discouraged

The Salvase Man.

BV BLAKCHE UMAt.

"And so. you see, the poor little thing is
cani.Dg to a kind of haven."

"Vs "

It .sn't everybody who would dream of
co!.u-- in that spirit."

"O nV
"Ar.1 so one ought to be grateful to hor.

It si ws a sort of well a sort of affectionate
r... It ne gratitude almost,"
"As lo ruture favors?" .
"Ncnscnse. Lawrence! For my part, I like

people, especially girls. I get
to f rgive them all their sins."

':. :ulv

" .u iicedu t push up your eyebrews like
that, Lawrence."

'IJI
s yna did. Suet, as if you could never

X' cvr in anyl'ody runythiag.
"( l as to that "
"Y. i, as to ttiat?"
"j j want me to believe too mueh, surely,

C - He. It is difficult to believe that the
icr ,t ..s eougtod by ladies of angelic
C. 7 t.on only, a4 that the jitter, not the
, '..- - : i le admired even pitied."

"I - I'tiouoee!"
"K.rl Charles!"
" : n'-- f . Lawrence. You roally are too

r- -
then. I retract. Charles is to bo

!- -. el"
i. if, after marriage "

ir, after marriage, the lady hud
grc v. rriiily bored!"

'l r ii""t-- '

I ..ut voa to be Wad io hor.1"
"i laiuiyi Hbe doesn't like fishing, I

f-
- . I iiiinotopeakttti'iBetaoborieally."

i . t j agine her mu MttKler. "
j s l. 1 ca keen oit of her wav.

t-- tii t do a kinder turn to anv eirl "
T '.. .

- - tlouowr
- here toy lunch time."

1 'i oft at 12:30. Til get the cook to
r. 'V e sandwiches."
:i T .r-n.-- e Wntworth thorounon. nod- -

Id nz ' uouately at his loftthe room.
ai.i :... Limself to tho coutemnlatioii of

. . . s Jishing roils and other piscatorial
6" . nt i h ii.fV-r- t1 Ins mm tirWitAinn
Ii.rit i smad, plainly furnished room.
it; i ' -- iuuv. xi w- -3 inus uenominutea

r. .t ness, perhaps also in jest cer-- tl
' i. . r in serious earnest, for Mr. "Went- -

Itc r.!.'s iuire. owner of a iovelv riverside
.IodJy hreadth and length, was no

It s- - i sv '. of valuable time to sil and read
vr : at home when he could spend
", E hours Ktunrilnf nhnvn th rrpn

lTft i 'eilOW irl5 llrflnminff rf lintli-i- r

i.iit" tr.-- t, or, if the worst davs came to the
w cr t, i ...mg his cap well over his brows,

across country in pelting rain,
Id et,i n the state of the crops and get ag; tj tite for dinner.

Vi t S OIiP man's meat la nnntliPrmnTi'K
I, and, as Lawrence Wcntwortn never

lior wasted words, it was left to the
.rlr vr s 1 Lamination in lAtiin tvhatiio,.

p. 3 I s and the jMiinful aoquirement of knowl- -
j , rujcmaiwr mo merely, represented

anv fi tus drug in the squire's opinion.

Icharge of his widowed sister, Sirs, ilarshall,

wiien it is desired to learn to swim. They
are of questionable service to the novice
while learning the stroke.' Gonfldence and
the displnceaient of your body should be
your life preserver. Swimming cannot bo
taught theoretically, else I would tell you of
the various strokes aud movements. You
must learn in tho water.

"The profession of newspaper work cannot
bo learned in tho college; you must get your
experience in the field. "Cramps are an un-
necessary cviL Stretchout tho affected leg,
turn up tho toes or raise the foot and you will
almost certainly bring about a cure. But if
this does not succeed, Uoat till succor arrives.
Those in whom cr.mp seems to bo chronic,
should not venturo beyond their depth."

Miss Beckwith spoke on other matters of
personal interest, but which are of no concern
to the reader, the knitting needles clicked
away and The Times man left.

JUSTICE ILLUMINED;

THE RETORT LEGAL.

Ax Elimination Chief Justico Bushe and
Lord Norbury were walking together, in the
old times, and camo unon a gibbet. "Where
would you be," asked" Norbury, pointing to
tho gibbet, "if wo all had our deserts?"
"Faith, I should be travoling alone!"

Getting the "Whole Stoby Attorney: "I
insist on an answer to my question. You
hayo not told me all tbe conversation."

Witness: "I've told you everything of
any consequence." "You have told me that
you said to him: 'Jonos, this case will get into
the courts some day.' Now I want to know
what ho said in "reply." "Well, he said:
"Brown, there isn't anything in this business
that I'm ashamed of, and if anysnoopin' little

n, r, gimlet-eye- d shyster
lawyer, with half a pound of bruins and six-
teen pounds of jaw, ever wants to know what
I've been talking to jou about, you can tell
him the whole story. "

A Judicial Boomerang An irrascible old
judge, being annoyed by a young lawyer's
speaking to him about a legal point in the
street, threatened to fine him for contempt of
court if he did not cease to annoy. "Why,
judge," said the lawyer, "you are not in !"

"I'd have you know that this court is
always in session, and consequently always a
subject of contempt."

Testimony of a Sunvivon Lord Chief Jus-
tice Holt, when young, was very extravagant,
and belonged to a club of wild fellows, most
of whom took an infamous courso of life.
When his lordship was engaged at the Old
Bailey, a man was tried and convicted of a
robbery on the highway, whom the judge re-
membered to have been one of his old com-
panions. Moved by that curiosity which is
natural on a retrospection of past life, Holt,
thinking tho fellow did not know him, asued
what had become cf his old associates. "Ah,
my lord," said tho culprit, making a low bow,
"they are all hanged but your lordsliip and

ENQLisn in Court In a trial before Judge
Bowen at Bel Norte. Colo., one of tho parties
was represented by Judge Hamm and the
other by C. D. Hayt, now of the Colorado
supreme bench. A Mexican juror, regularly
venired. asked to be excused from service.
"Why do you wish to be excused?" asked the
court. "Well, chuck," said the Mexican,
"me no understand good English."
'That's no excuse." answered the judge, with
assumed severity," "nobody's going to talk
to you but Judge Hamm and Charlie Hayt,
and they don't either of them speak good
English."

iii
A "Weakening Opsration.

"I went through a financial operation this
morning that has made me feel weak as
water."

"What was it"
"I had 10,000 amputated." Providence

and Stonington Bulletin.
-

In Chicago.
Mrs. O'Zone Can't you Ret a move on that

horse, driver? I'm afraid I'll bo late for tho
wedding.

Driver Niver moind, mum! Even if wo
miss the wedding we will be sure to git there
in toime for the divorce. Toxns Sittings.

A Gaimenr.
"Your sealskin sack is the finest I have ever

seen."
"Well, it ought to be; it was made from ono

of the educated senls." Judge.
o-

Both Took the Same
At a Boston bar.
First lndulger: "Give me a cocktail."
Second lndulger: "I'll taKO a synonym."

Judge.

In JJoston.
Ethel Hasn't ho a lot of cheek, mamma?
Mamma Don't say "cheek," my dear, say

"facinl area.' Exchange.

a rulor of conscientious though benevolent
sway. It was she who that very morning
had received a letter from a young friend,
whi"h young friend, acting foolishly (as some
jieopio thougntj. had but lately broken off an
advantageous marriage engagement, sud-
denly, unreasonably, and inexplicably. It
was she. Mis. Marshall, who now stood in
the bedroom prepared for this expected cul-
prit, placing neat little bunches of flowers in

glasses intended for such deco-
ration ujkmi the said culprit's dressing table.

Kind 'Mrs. Marshal', as she patted tho
tansies and rosebuds deftly into shape, shook

her head somewhat anxiously, and com-
muned with herself.

"I dare say he's half sorry already," she d.

"Lawrence is never quite so harsh
as he intends to be! Of eoure. she was
wrong, poor dear, and Charles Davenport
would have been an excellent match; but it
was sweet of her to want to come here to be
taken rare of."

Mrs. Marshall, as she breathed out her
kindly words to the flowers, maybe described

8 a Mne, well-ma- woman entering on mid
dle age. and not unlike her brother, the squire,
iu face or figure. Both, though past their first
youth, were still ruddy of face and smooth of
skin: both owned fair hair and blue eyes. In
the brother's case the Hair was cropped ex-
ceedingly short, and the eyes were serious.
even dreamy, whilst the sister's eyes were
often lighted by a merry twinkle" and her
long hair the envy of many a younger wo-r-

-- was neatly braided at tbe back of her
head. Both could boast fairly regular feat-
ures, and cteciaHy the beauty of a well-shap-

mouth, opened only for dire necessity
in tne cas of Jlr. Wenlworth. whose face was
clean shaven and as smooth almost as his sis-

ter's.
In the meantime that gentleman had by no

means repented his harsh judgment of Boso
Berners. Far froai it. Ho was humming
softly to himself, singling out the most tempt-
ing of flies from his collection, meditating on
that gem of flies the live May lly, which, dur-
ing the present month, should te at its best
and friendliest; and the slight discontent
which ruffled his brow was altogether owing
to the fact that he must put off Jor two more
hours the pleasure of starting on an expedi-
tion, just because he was obliged to see nis
agent and indite a couple of business letters
before post time.

Hardiudeetl was Mr. Wentworth's heart
the nether millstone being a soft cushion in
comparison. He never even remembered tho
existence of Miss Berners during tho whole
of that delightful, hot, and solitary day, and
when, a little. before dinner time, ho returned
homo through fields yellow with buttercups
orspringled white with daisies, tho soft air
playing about his temples, he took off his cap
and gazed up into the peaceful sky, and
everything seemed to him delightful and
cheering. (.It is, perhaps, superfluous to add
that his afternoon's sport had been extremely
successful. )

Such peace and happiness were not
destined to last. On entering tho bouse,
by the back door as usual, Mr. Wentworth
nearly broke his shins over a box which was,
in truth, almost as wide as the badlv-l- it

passage itself; furthermore, when half "tho
household came running out from different
portions of the b:isement. in answer to his
sturdy, if laconic, adjurations to the box, it
was small comfort to learn that this was ono
of Miss Berners' trunks, left behind at the
station, and fetched only just now by Thomas
in tho pony cart.

Mr. Wentworth mounted the back stairs
silently and also cautiously. It is alwavs well
to put off an evil moment; there was no need
to meet this new-com- till dinner should be
actually announced on tbe table, in fact.
Then, of course evil fate and the senseless
customs of society, would decree that two
congenial people and one uncongenial person
roust feed together. After all, what are meals?
First, we cannot ignore the physical duty of
lining stoking, so to speak the human
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Becky Sharp's Gossip;

Maine Memories,

When I heard down at tho Turkish hatha
yesterday that dear old Bob Blank was dead it
did seem too hard to think of his poor young
wife, cut right off in the boginnmg of hpr di-

vorce suit and her hope of going on the stage.
I went straight home nnd wrote to her that
tho next best thing she could do was to come
to Washington and go into office. I certainly
think our avuncular government is nice in
some respects in its treatment of women. In
over so many old countries when a deserving
woman is left a widow she has no chance of
making an honest, easy living but to marry
again right away or go to keeping boardors
not one thing will tho government do for her
in tho way of an office. But Stella, I bellovo,
good fortune would not desert hor in the
heart of Africa.

"So sweet of you to think of tho ofll'co,"
she wrote back, "but there'll bo no need of
my going to work, thank heaven! Dear Bob
had his life insured for 815,000 just before ho
was taken sick, and right after tho policy
was issued, before making a lot of those
nasty payments that do eat into tho proilts,
he died. The poor fellow always was lucky
in financial matters, you know."

True enough. Some people do have the
luck to die and go somewhere. Others live
and go to Boston. Which is tho happier
fate? Of course. Boston knows, as it knows
all things. But I tell you conlidentially that,
so far as I am concerned, three mouths in
Boston on the Mnino coast have taught mo
the divine providence of that place which
Mr. Ingersoll says doesn't exist, and I guess
if Mr. Ingersoll himself ever plumped his

nature down among the elect, he'd
bo uncomfortable enough to believe in spmo-thiu- g

where he'd feol moro at homo.
Here in Washington, with nothing but a

geography to go by, wo have tho notion that
Bostonis in Massachusetts. When we had
George Fred Williams with us, we almost be-
lieved Boston was in Congress. But I can
tell you Boston is in the boginuing and all
things are in Boston. Even Maine which
everybody but Mr. Boutollo fancies is all
Bar Harbor that is not Thomas B. Reed
even Maine when you get there is nothing
but Bostou. "We found that out in a minute.

You know I always go with Mrs. Allisler
and when tho Senator's colored valet,

who buys and sells stocks, plays poker and
the norses and the races for the Senator, in-
advertently placed the Senator's money on
theBitauniathe very first day tho Yigilaut won
a race, the Senntor said that settled it. ex-
penses had to be cut down, with all that he had
sacrificed selling out sugar in the interest of
tariff legislation, ho couldn't afford to keep
his family at Atlantic City through tho sum-
mer, we would have to go some place on tho
Maino coast where sea air, spooning and scan-
dal was to be had for a dollar a day

Mrs. McWard had heard of Wells' Beach,
but. if you can, fancy our surprise to find that
Well's Beach had not heard of her.

"Mrs. Allister McWard? I do not know any
such person," said tho lord of the primitive
inn to which we applied for admission, coldly
surveying our distinguished party through a
two-inc- h opening of his inhospitable door.
Thereupon Mrs. McWard presented him with
ono of hor visiting cards, which reads in blnck
and white, and in full, Mrs. Senator Allister
McWard. She says that if wives of Army offi-
cers may, as they do, reflect their husband's
aud their country's glory from their visiting
cards inscribed Mrs. Gen. or Col. So. and So,
she cannot see why the wife of a United
States Senator may not with equal propriety
reflect hor husband's and her country's glory
in the sntne way.

But not all that this told enlightened tho
Wells' Beach innkeeper, and though he
finally admitted us under his roof, I frankly
confess that none of the Bostonians who go
to Welj's Beaoh year after year being per-
sonally acquainted with us or our forefathers,
lor all social purposes, wo remained through-
out tho entire season practically unborn.
This too. mind you, despite tho fact that
Mrs. 2IcWard presented several of our fellow-gues- ts

with marked copies of the Congres-
sional Record, not to mention generously cir-

culating tariff speeches of her husband, be-

sides freely loaning several old numbers of
current literature containing popular articles
signed with the Senator's full name and not
Generally known to have been written by the
Senator's private secretary.

I learned from the president of a Beacon
street Chautauqua circle tnat Maino was dis- -

stomach. Secondly, comes tho moral duty
of hospitality. Or that stands first, perhaps;
who knows?

Mr. Wentworth presented an admirable ap-
pearance when he Anally entered tho draw-
ing room; his tailor would have wept tears of
joy to see how greatly the beauty of sartorial
handiwork became, and possibly improved,
the manly form and graceof the silentsquiro.

"But. my dear Lawrence," said Mrs. Mar-
shall, "the soup must De quite tepid."

She cast a look of reproach at her brother.
Sho rose hastily, in her rustling black silk,
from tbe sofa. Surely it was uncivil of him
to be so late, she thought.

A tall, slight figure besido her rose also.
Hero wore nono of tho smart clothes which
Mr. Wentworth had crossly expected to see.
Onlya plain, high, dark costume gingham,
or some such stuff.

"My box was left behind it was our fault
my maid's and mine," said a musical

voice, somewhat spasmodically, "and so I
thought I'd better not dress. I was afraid of
keeping Mrs. Marshal." .'

Tne "only man" bowed silently and offered
his arm. Rose placed a hand within that
arm. and was led to the dining-roo- "I
did not like at once to object to boing treated
like a visitor," sho afterwards explained to
her hostess.

Her host had honored her with ono quick
glance. "Pretty?" he asked himself. "Yes,
of course; all jilts are pretty; otherwise they
wouldn't have the chance."

Mr. Wentworth considered himself, nbovo
all things, a gentleman; consequently tho
evening passed with such amiable decorum of
speech and manner as fluctuates betwixt po-

liteness and boredom. Ho spoke just enough
during dinner to offer tho chief delicacies to
his guest; ho made two remarks concerning
tbe weather, another With regard to tho slow-
ness of country trains, cross-lin- especially.
He listened with apparent deference and a
shade a gentle shade of interest to tho
spasmodic conversation which passed be
tween tho' ladies. After dinner ho, with indo-
lent graciousness, exhibited a number of
photographs; some were family portraits
yellow likenesses of persons in o s;

some were Alpine views. (The lormer
made the guest laugh; the latter forced from
her more than one stilled yawn.) Finally,
the . mnster of tho house lit tho young lady's
bedroom candle with precisely that amount
of alacrity which evinces chivalrous attenlive-nes- s

but not unseemly joy. Then, when tho
girl had walked away and was well out of
.vlow. he turned with a sigh to his sister, and
muttered:

"Does sho mean to stay long?"
"My dear Jjawrence! Why, nothing is set-

tled, of course. Tho poor dear must recover
her spirits. I thought you seemed to fet on
beautifully with her."

"Oh. did you?"
"And she is wretched at homo because of

that ."

"Oh, is she."
'Why, I told you about it before. Really,

Lawrence!"
"Always tho fault of tho young people in

those cases," growled tho squire, lighting his
own cnndle.

Meanwhile Miss Berners was combing out
her locks upstairs.

To her went kind 3Irs. Marshall.
"I do hope you aro not tired, darling."
"OhnoIHow good you are to mo! And

isn't it funny I should know you so well and
never have seen your brother?"

"Not so very odd, dear. You see, Lawrence
scarcely ever moves from hero, and you have
never been to this place. But now j'ou have
come.''

"Like Mahomet and the mountain,"
murmured Miss Rose. "And he's so unlike
you, isn't he?"

"Who, dear who?"
"Why, your brother. You look a century

younger, to begin with, and then then 1
hope I haven't disturbed him do you think?"

"No," answered Mrs. Marshall shortly. It
was she who seemed disturbed-

covered by Boston, who took up summer
quarters along the coast tho samo year that
Crosar enterod Great Britain, and I can tell
you right now, from the accumulated wisdom
of my own experience, that if you have any
idea that baked beans and mugwumpery
alone will flt you for the kingdom of Boston,
you need to learn over ngain the lesson of how
a camel goes through the eye of a needle. In-

deed, yon need to learn your catechism all
over again. Perhaps you think you know
who made you. Well, you're wrong.

If you oven were mudo you were done by a
woman who lives on Buck Bay, who wears
water waves, a green veil, and goggles. I
know, for I've seen hor. Sho made the world
and all that in it is, nud, having mndo the world,
it's her world, and sho keeps it, water paper,
aud moth balls on her closet shelf, and wo
can't touch it, because without her was niado
nothing that was made, aud we're nothing,
hnving been made without her.

If I had my life to live over again I cer-
tainly would begin two centuries back on
Plymouth Rook, and I never will goto Maino
again without at lqast laying in n few of the
"collateral" ancestors that have been thrown
out of the Society of the Daughters of tho
American Revolution. They would be bettor
than nothing among people who sit under
tho shado of their genealogical trees aud
wtar coucealod upon their persons in a gold
locket a real leaf of tho truo tea that was
thrown overboard in Boston harbor.

Wells' Beach itself, independent of its Boa-to- n

backbone, would make anybody like mo
thirst for blood. You know, barring a eor-ta- in

liquid in my veins which
sustains life without bestowing upon it any
soolal value, I have no blood. Neither have
I any family, not so much as a family skele-
ton, nnd while I may ono day, pleaso heaven,
havo a husband, not this glorious promise en-

courages me to believe that, so I shall bo fit
to sign a little declaration of independence of
my own, thnt will enable me to hold up my
head at Wells' Boaeh, where the chamber-
maid at my boarding-hous- the past sum-
mer, was morely working for tho pleasure of
raising enough money to pay her initiation
fee to join the Colonial Dames tho coming
winter, while the old man who cleaned out
my 'bo-at- " every morning wii3 only passing
away time while he waited for his father to
dio and let him in his turn become a member
of the Cincinnati Society. His father was
123 years old, but that's no occasion for
funerul preparations or planning to break a
will in Maine.

Although Wells' Beach was settled by Bos-
ton long before either Columbus or Mr. Bou-tel- lo

invaded Maino, the original settlers
still inhabit tho place. Here and there possi-
bly one has changed his body, but thut's a
mere, accident to the endurauco of a New
England family, tho opportunity for another
gravestone in tho side yard and the addition
of one moro silver coffin plate to the orna-
ments of tho mantel-piec- e in the parlor. Per-
sonally, I never knew any of tho Wells' Beach
natives to change so much as a body. How
little they change, I suspect, but will not say,
moro than that I couldn't And any of them
who know how to wash, and when, ono day,
I was grumbling because I couldn't get afull-sise- d

bnth in a tin baisin one of the flrst set-

tlers said she calculated I couldn't git along
one summer; she'd lived there nigh onto
ninety years nnd hadn't never took a bath
yet.

There was not a thing about her appear-
ance to throw doubr on what she said, so I
reckon it's true. Besides, we of the statisti-
cians of tho Maino Historical Society, were on
hand with figures to provo it. Wo did not
sift her to get down to flrtt principles, but
there's mighty little dirt on Wells' Beach and
tho akjacont islands, I haven't dug and sifted
this summer. Tho statistician had a yacht,"
and you know how it is at the seashore,
evei thing goes with a man tyho has a yacht.
Even I did, after association had refined mo
so that I unconsciously said "lug," instead of
"tote;" "calcul.ite," instead of "reckon;" re-

ferred to Harvard as Cambridge, and spoke
in a colonial vernacular of "going out to
England," instead of "running ovei to tho
other side." But never did I secure the privi-
leges of a yacht at such a price. That man
worked mo in pushing his investigations of
the antiquities of Wells' Beach, until I feel
cold chills chase over me now every tinio I
think how noar I enme to being mixed up in
the war between Japan and China. Luckily,
I was reading Boston papers at the time and
did not know there was war among our anti-
podes, so that while I was digging in tho
Dowels of the earth for remnants of an In-

dian fort, supposed to havo been on Wells'
Beach befoio the flood, my only horror was
lest I should spudo up a Chinaman and get
Into trouble for violating the Geary law. -

Talking about law. I don't care whnt tho
whole A, B, C, X, Y, Z of temperance organi-
zation thinks about it, tho practical working
of tho prohibition law is awful. I haven't
lived in Washington all my young life, nnd

"Ah, well, ho won't disturb me," said the
young lady with equanimity. "And you and
I can have nice long days together, can't we,
Mrs. Marshall?"

"Ye-es- ." said Mrs. Marshall dubiously. ''Is
it really all off with poor Charles. Rosie?"

"Why, yes, of course. ' He'll find out his
luck some day, won't ho? Good-nigh- t, you
dear."

And tho two ladies kissed.
The next morning Miss Berners was what

the squire called "all over the place.'" He
congratulated himself on having an excellent
lock to his study door, and ho turned the key
with somo unusual fierceness in his mild eyes.
He need not havo troubled himself. Miss
Berners, having once ascertained the where-
abouts of tho squire's special domain, gavo it
thenceforth a wide berth.

It was a strange thing thnt, somo three or
four days later, ho should of his own free will
invito her to accompany him to the river-sid-

"Tho water-lilie- s aro so line," ho asserted..
"All ladies like water-lilie- s, don't they?"

"Yes," answered his guest, with complete
gravity, "all ladies."

So tho counlo went, and Mrs.
Marshall stood in tho porch gazing after
them in amaze. Only that very morning had
Miss Ro3ie explained to the
Mrs. Marshall' that her brother was what
common parlance denominates a savage!

"My French governess used to call people
so," said tho girl, undeterred. "Un sauvage,
un vrai sauvage a snvago. And do you
know," and her dimpled face nnd merry eyes
lighted ud. "there was an inn not far from
where wo lived in the country, nnd the sign
was tho s gnof tho salvage man, with n pa.nt-in- g

of a kind of a gentle-
man dressed in a complete costume of oak
boughs an absolute

"NonseLB t!" Mrs. Marshall had said.
But now hero was her visitor walking de-

murely down tne river by the side of the said
Jack (who was not clad in green boughs by

Tauy means, but in orthodox country costume
of light tweed, with a gray, soft felt hat
sloughed over his brows). And the salvage
man, as he strolled on with his hands in his
pockets, was listening whether contentedly
or discontentedly it was impossible to tell to
to the ceaseless chatter of his companion.

It would not do to bore him with overmuch
of such girlish chatter.

Mrs. Marshall arranged a volume or two of
Macaulay and also somo of her favorite poets
on a handy drawing-roo- table, ready for
evening use. Lawrence, though a poor con-

versationalist, was by no means a bad reader.
There is nothing like reading aloud to pro-
mote sociability amongst throe peoplo; tho
"tiers incommode," whoever he may be, is
supplemented, so to speak, by the volutno
itself. Tho author, whether poet, historian
or novelist, has somehow como to tho rescue;
four peoplo, not three any longer, are gath-
ered round tho tablo, with ono common inter-
est to bind them.

Admirable re3ections! Mrs. Marshall was
positively stnggered to find that she had reck-
oned without her two companions.

"Do you mind looking into my den for an
hour?" asked the squiro, bland'y. "I am
going to teach Miss Berners to make flies."

"Going to teach?"
And so ho was, in truth. Fenthers, silks,

cobbler's wax, etc., already strewed the table.
Rosie's long sleeves had to be rolled upo tho
elbow, nnd she found it necessary to don a
tiny white muslin apron, which was appar-
ently among her traveling accoutrements. So
much preparation was scarcely needod,
thought Mrs. Marshall; but her brother evi-
dently held a different opinion, for ho littered
tho floor with books and papers in order to
clear other tables, and walked unceasingly
backwards and forwards between Miss
Berners and tho window, asking anxiously,
though laconically, if she were "getting on all
right?"

Then Mrs. Marshall romombored how tho
girl had spoken slightingly of the salvage
man, and she grew irato in hor henrt. He was
too good for her, any way; wretched littio

been in office without learning to work al-
most anything, but when it camo to working
prohibition let mo tell you this: Don't- - ever
go to Maino for the summer without taking
your own sidebonrd. or tho gold cure. You
know, water on tle Maine coast is so cold tho
moro sight of it cramps you fifty-si-x degrees
Farenheit on a hot summer's day when tho
papers are full of tho terriblo consequences
of drinking ice water. This wouldn't bo so
bad; you might refrain from drinking at all if
there wasn't certain to como along a man
with a bottio, tho sight of which scares you
so you shriok "polico," and aro running
away to provo an alibi, when tho man reads
the preamble of tho Constitution, salutes tho
hotel Hag, and tells you it's nothing but 3 per
cent.

Y'ou havo heard Nat Goodwin tell about
being able to keep a champaign jag as good
as now for a week by just shaking his head
each morning. Three per cent, lasts through
an entire season, and you don't so much as
have to shako your head to set it going. For
a patented stem winding, double
hack action spring repeater commend mo to
tho prohibition,

drinks of Maino. If ever at the'ond of a
Bar Harbor, Peak Island, or Wells' Beach sea-
son perchance I fill a drunkard's grave, pleaso
Kindly omit fiowers, and eugravo on a plain
slab above my largo and lifeless head that
simple legend of depraved Yankee ingenuity,
"Three per cent." Becky Sharp.

In Memory of Two M en.
The following epitaph is to be fonnd in tho

Cross kirkyard, Shetland, on a handsome
mausoleum:

"Donalhson Robertson.
"Born 1st January; died 1th Juno, ISIS: aged

sixty-thre- e years. Ho was a poaceful and quiet
man, a id to all appearance a sincere Christian,
llls'doatn was very much lnmented, which was
caused by tho stupidity of

LaUKENCH '1 UI.LOCK, OF CLOTHERCON,
who sold him nltro instead of Epsom salts, by
which ho was killed In tho space of three hours
after taking a dose of It."

Pearsoi 's Weekly.

HIS LIFE PRESERVER.

n? j ' WML '

Captain (djiring thunder storn) You had
better jump for your life, Dutchie, the ves-

sel's sinking!

Dutchie (a moment Jater) I don'tjsink
mit dese shoes, nint it?

flirt! Jilt, that was the word. Mrs. Marshall
wondered if Lawrence thought much of poor
Charles and his wrongs, now.

But sho spoke not at all on tho subject. She
knew how to be as taciturn as her brother, if
need be.

Thus it was thnt, on the following morning,
when the squire casually mentioned at break-
fast that he intended sculling Miss Berners
down-streu- a conpleof hundred yard-- , orso
Mrs. Marshall put on a sphinx-lik- e expres-
sion and replied:

"Yes?"
They were a goodly pair, sho thought pres-

ently, "as she watched them striking across
tho golden meadows, away towards the peace-
ful belt of trees, betwixt whoso slim trunks
glittered the sheen of tho water.

This was what happened.
"Can you steer?" asked Mr. Wentworth.
"A little; don't expect too much from mo."
Lawrence merely nodded reply.
The girl, seated in the boat, somewhat

nervously took hold of tho cords.
"Wait a bit," said Lawrence. "Now,

right off shore too much, too much; no,
left."

Tho boat performed the most extraordinary
gyrations.

"Perhaps," said tho salvnge man, trying to
be civil, "porhaps. if you leave off steering,
we might get along."

Rose dropped the strings as though they
had been red hot. whereupon the aggravating
boat righted itself with strange rapidity.

Thoy were floating down stream now,
drifting deliciously. From the green wood
came tho song of bird's; somo lazy cows
stared across a field full of buttercups; at tho
water's edge yellow iris rose like golden stars
amongst the green flags.

Rosio made a dash at somo water lilies.
"Don't!" said her companion. "They've

got nasty, tough roots." But, seeing her dis-

appointment, ho added: "You can havo lots
by and by."

So they enrao within sight of a great tract
peopled with reeds tall reeds, liko a water-fores- t.

"I'll tell you what," said Lawrence, "we'll
rush the boat. Sit tight."

Miss Bernors snt tiuht. She understood
that much, if nothing elso. But how beauti-
ful it was to feel the increased speed growing
rapidly to excessivo swiftness, whilst tho rush
of water swirled around, and partintr, bend-
ing reeds crushed under tho keel, making a
pathway through their very thickest com-
panies, "to rise up at once again like a myste-
rious, sheltering wall.

Suddenly tho boat came to a standstill, only
rocking gently on its green osier bed. Tnis
was a hiding-plac- e, indeed a complete
haven, unseen, unguessed of, save by tho
swallows overhead or tho water fairies below.

Lawrence stretched himself at full length,
his hands clasped over his hend. He did not
look amiss in his suit of white flannels,
thought Miss Rosio. But for a ray lock hero
and thero in bis short hair, time had dealt
gently with him he wu3 surely considerably
younger than Mrs. Marshall!

Needles3 to say, he was silent. Ho did not
even glance at his companion, nor did ho
meditate upon her appearance; truth to tell,
he was wondering whether that hawk which
Jenks tho Keeper had told him of had been
seen again, and whether it were likely to dis-

turb tho young pheasants.
"Mr. Wentworth, I want to ask" you some-

thing," said Rosie's clear voice.
Ho roused himself and stared at hor. Sho

was certainly eager anxious-lookin- g almost.
She leaned forward, her elbows on her knee3,
her fingers restlessly clasped and unc'asped;
a bright scarlet spot burned on both her
cheeks.

Lawrence nooded.
"I want I want to ask you do you know

Mr. Charles Davenport well?"
"Pretty well," answered Lawrence.
"Then I suppose you have heard you nro

quite aware " t
Lawrence nodded again.
"I mean," continued Miss Berners, flush- -

BENEDICT,

It was ripe autumn in a Rhenish village.
The sun, slowly sinking into its bed, tinged
all naturo with tho rad.'anco of its departing
glory. Mountains of irregular hoight,
capped by forests of trees, stood out in bold
relief against tho d sky, and- - numbors
of small grajstone vintners' cottages nestled
amid the luxuriant foliage on the slopes of
tho hills. Beneath all was the Rhino, sweep-
ing silently through tho valley below till,
falling over a cluster of rocks, ft was trans-
formed into a cataract, the roar of whoso
waters broke in upon tho stillness of even-
tide and mingled with tho lowing of the
various herds being driven back to their
farms.

Against the doorway of ono of the small
cottages leaned a woman, shading hor eyes
from the radiant afterglow with a small, ele-
gantly shaped hand u woman whjse youth
was already past, but whose delicate, refined
features still retained the charm of earlier
years. Sim was singularly attractive. Masses
of dead gold hair covered her shapely head.
Her eyes were large aud dusky brown, aud
she looked from beneath their dark fringes
with a slow, languid gaze. A soft silk of
somber hue enveloped her lissom figure and
trailed on the grass at her feet. Among tho
vintners sho was known as "La Belle

of whoso beauty and proud, cold
manner they stood somewhat in awe. Sho
had como among them at the commencement
of tho summer, and furnishing one of thelittlo
cottages to suit her requirements, lived there,
in comparative seclusion, with an old servant,
who accompanied her. She sighed, half im-
patiently, hnlf sadly, as she sat down to rest
on the little carved seat in the porch. As sho
did so tho mournful notes of a funeral hymn,
borne onward by tho breeze, fell upon her ear
in fitful cadence.

A group of peasants, carrying in their
midst a tiny coffin, covered with masses of
white flowers, was slowly approaching, ed

by a priest, accompanied by three
acolytes, who carried a silver crucifix! and as
they chanted swung a eenr to and fro, leav-
ing a delicate odor in tho oppressive air.
Moved by some sudden caprice, she gathered
her drapery into her hand and followed the
sad procession, winding along the road, till
thrpugh an avenue of foliage on the summit
of a hill the ruined chapel of St. Rosalie
came In sight. Enroute they encountered
Jacques, the post-bo- y, and the lady lingered
till the lad, having satisfied his religious scru-
ples by falling oc his knees while the proces-
sion passed, delivered to her a couplo of let-
ters. The slow bell for th, souls of the
departed had ceased ringing nnd the service
had Degun when sho reached the little grave.
Fearing to disturb the mourners, she passed
to the east end of the ruined chapel, and lift-
ing tho latch of the crazy little gate, which
creaked rustily upon its hinges, found her-
self in the chapel.
t Near tho door hung a painting of the Holy
Mother, stained and disfigured with damp
and age. Some passing breeze had earned
with it a few seeds from a passion flower,
which. Jailing between the broken stones
that paved the chapel, had sprung up and
now outlined tho rugged cross with its rich
purple blossoms. Part of the chapel was un-
roofed, but reverent piety kept the roof
over the crucifix and altar intact. Seating
herself in one of the ancient pews and draw-
ing a small silver dagger attached to her
chatelaine, sne proceeded to open the letters.
Inside tho flrst was a small note, surmounted
by a coronet, nnd a purely conventional smile
parted her lips as she glanced at the writing.
It ran as follows:

"Cablton Club.
"Dear Friend Where have- - you hidden

yourself aud why. Mayfair is lost in amaze-
ment that the London season should find the
beautiful 3Irs. St. Croixabsent. her enchanted
palace shut up. Have you gone in search of
your ideni? If the search fail, dure I hope?
Yours always, "Alec Vavasour."

The otner note was written on mauve
scented paper and was purely feminine.

"Stkatkiud Place, W.
"Dearest May: Really you are aa enigma.

Sir Alec Vavasour, who is now in town,
haunts my house, and it requires all my in-

genuity to parry his inquiries regarding your
retreat. I hope you are happy there. Hecer-tainl-y

is not. Come back soon, for my sym-
pathy now is all for him. You havo beauty,
wealth, fame, and now a title lies at vour
feet. Most incomprehensible of women!
What more can your heart de-ir- I inclose
a note under protest. Always, dearest,
yours. "Helene."

Mrs. St. Croix tore up tho first note with
impatient gesture. The second she read
again. Beauty, wealth, and fame! What
had they brought her? Had they staid for an

inc still more, "you have heard the whole
story?"

"Yes."
"Ferhaps from him?"
"No."
"Well," continued the girl, somewhat

abpshod. "I I Ishould like to ask yon what
you think."

"Oh, don't!"
"I suppose you can't understand throwing

anybody over?"
"Oh, yes."
"You can?"
"Under somo circumstances. But "
"Pray go on. I think it would be right up

to the last moment."
"In some cases."
"In this one," continued Miss Berners, with

heat.
"Need we?"
"Yes, certainly; I wish it. Tell mo, Mr.

Wentworth, that vou understand."
"1 ruly."
"Aud you think?"

.5' What does it matter what I think? You
insist? Well, then, it did seem sort of
sneaky just a little bit, you know, only a
very little bit."

There was a paus'e; an awful pause.
At last camo the words, clear as bells:

"Will you pleaso row me home, Mr. Went-
worth?"

It Hid not signify to Lawrence now whether
hawks, swans or humming birds were circling
overhead. Ho bestirred himself in silence.

The boat rocked, slithering like an aquatic
Juggernaut upon the bending, crushing
reeds.

It takes more out of 4a man to scull up-
stream than to float down-strea- but no un-
due exertion was evident on the part of tho
squiro, though tho boat shot quiekiy back to
its mooring-plac- o beside his own golden
fields.

Rosie vouchsafed never a word. She
jumped from the boat almost lefhre 'sueh a
feat was safe, disdaining the salvage man's
proffered arm, aud nearly pitching him, her-
self aud tho boat into the deep waters.

It was not long before Miss Berners stood
in the presence of Mrs. Marshall.

"I have come," she began spasmodically
she had running and was out of breath

"I havo como to say that I must go this
afternoon this very day. He has insulted
me; he said said said it was sneaky; and

andand I can't bear it!"
"My dear!" expostulated Mrs. Marshall.

And the thought crossed her mind, "Has the
poor child gone mad?"

No, the child was not mad, sho was only
sobbing and clasping Mrs. Marshall's knees.

"What what hat." she sobbed "what
is the use of earing about him?"

What, indeed? Here was a new light ono
which nearly caused Mrs. Marshall's

hair to stand on end.
"Care for whom?" sho murmured, trying to

gain time.
"I felt quite sure, especially when we mado

flies," sobbed the girl. "And now ho has in-
sulted me!"

Presently, strange as it may seem, Mrs.
Marshall wended her way to her brother's
study to ask his intentions concerning their
young visitor. Nothing but tho promise of
this had pacified Miss Berners.

Mrs. Marshall shook her head as she walked
slowly down-stair- s. She knew well enough
that a man does not call a girl "sneaky" and
wish to marry her, in ono and tho same breath.
However, her own course was clear. It was
certainly best that Lawronco and Miss Bernprs
should not meet again. Cold word and
colder looks might thus bo avoided. Onco In
possession of a teise sentence from Lawrence,
disclaiming all dosiro for wifely affections
Mrs. Marshall could return to tho drawing,
room with a clear conscience if not a iight
heart.

"Lawrence," sho murmured insinuatingly,
opening the study door an inch or two.

'What's up?" camo tho discouraging an-
swer.

Mrs. Marshall entered bravely

11

hour tho passionate cry of her heart, the
mnddening-iongin- for an oId.lbve?sFae let-
ter fell from her fingers as sheSlaspd them
over her face. Present sounds faded awily.
Tho solemn tones of the final benediction
which floated in from the churchyard changed
to tho passionate pleading of a mai& The si-
lence seemed to intensify his anguish his
eternal farewell. The scent of rojgtfe thnt
clfmbod round the ruined casements turned
to the odor of frankincense nd myrrh.

The dyinjr rays of sunlight wero a myriads
of lighted tapers, the chapel a mass.hp cathe-
dral. Through the silence rang out in the
clear notes of a young man's voice the solemn
vows of obedience, chastity and poverty, even
u mo death. She rose ami paced in anguish,
the silent aisle. Cun anything be more re-
morseless than memory, "which awakens in
every moment of oar solitude. As "she grew
calmer she approached the purpte, outlined
cross and gathered a flower from its stalk.'

"Desecration, madam!" r
A quick breath escaped Mrs. St. Croix's

parted lips as the tones of thepriest, who,
observed tbe action, fell upon

her ear.
"I erave pardon, father. I did not mean it

for such. I merely wished to carry away with
me a remembrance of St. Rosalie."

The storm was past. Onee more she was a
conventional woman of tbe world, calm and
impassive. As she spoke she glanced up at
the priest. He was motionless, as though
carved in stono. Slowly the color died out o
her face as she whispered incredulously:

"Benedict!"
For a supreme moment each looked into the

other's face. The woman was trembling
violently, and her features were lit with yearn-
ing tenderness. The priest's lips moved, as
titough to speak, but no sound came. To aim
the mention of her name was sin. Had he
not spent the best part of hfei manhood In
penance and prayer, in trying to forget that
beautiful face, that form, that voice? Was
sho not yet satisfied with his sacrifice with
the fact that, rather than be an impediment
to her brilliant marriage, he had ceased to
exist?

Why had she again broken in upon ate
heart's solitude? When he spoke it was wMh
an effort and in stern tones:

"Why are you here alone? "Where 13 St.
Croix?"

"Dead!" was the almost inaudible regly.
"Dead!" he repeated in a husky tone, add-

ing involuntarily. "Then you are free."
He could not" look away from her. His

eyes fell en her fashionable attire, her Jew-
eled lingers, her matured beauty. What an
insuperable golf lay between them!

To her the bitterness of all things had eome
as his cold, unsympathetic tones fell o her
ear. While she had suffered he had forgotten.

I came here," she answered In her enlm,
conventional tones, "for rest and peace. ot-sid-e

the world, not dreaming you were here."
She paused.
A momentary gleam touched tho man.

Moved by impulse, he closed his flngera owr
the small cold hand that grasped tbe edge
of the quaintly carved seat and whispered:

"If you had known, what then?"
In an instant she noted tbe change in the

priest's voiee. After all. he was not quite
dead to the world, and a glimmer of hope
awoke in her heart.

"Then I must still have come," she replied
passionately, raking her eyes to his Atee,
which was rigid and incredulous. ''lam fiee
now and have never known happiness siaca
we parted. Wealth, position, all I possess, is
worthless without you to share then. Como
back to the old world again, Benedict. You
are all I care to Jive for." As she finished
speaking, earned away by her feelings, she
sank at bis feet.

The priest's faee was scareeiy Ies3 agitated
than her own.

"I eannot. I dare not. Do I not sin daily
in remembering you? Have I not kmged for
the sound of your voice, the toueh of your
soft band? Do I not live a double Hfe ly

a priest, inwardly-- a mas? Can vows,
penances and prayers change a man's nature?
Does it not rather kill the soul? May, you
have much to answer for." As the hMt words
died upon his lips he stooped for an instant
as though in pity and touched her forehead
with bis lips. Placing her arms around Ms
neck, she whispered his name and lowered
his head till their lips met. A moment seemed
an eternity. Then, thrusting her aside with
a cry of anguish, he sprang away, and she
heard his swiit footsteps pass across the
graveyard path.

m M

A few days later Sir Alee Yavasour received
a note at his club which bore tbe Paris post-
mark, and he was missing from the social
whirlpool for a week, announcing on his re-

turn his engagement to Mrs. St. Croix. He
declared he had met her in Paris, looking
positively wretched after her travels, and
had strongly advised her to remain there for
a few weeics to dissipate the ennui she had
endured among tbe Rhenish mountains aad
to regain her good looks before their wedding;
day. Roy Compton in Sketch.

"Miss Berners is going away," she began,
"and and "

The woman gathered courage
as she went on.

"Poor fettle soul!" she suid. "You huve
managed to hurt ber feelings. You called ner
some dreadful name; s sneak, wasn't it?"

"No, no."
'Something bad. Lawrence."

"I said what site did was saeaky, rather.
And so it was."

"Ob, Lawreace, you shouhln't have
judged." .

"Why did she ask rae. then?"
"Poor dear! She has a great need of

affection. So great that she often mistakes I
mean she might mistake that is, she. at
suppose"

The squire knitted his brews.
"I don't follow you." ho said.
"Well, there are only two ways," contiaawl

his sister, still enigmatically. "Of course you
didn't want to insKh her."

"Oh, no."
"And equally, of eourse, you (Htia't want to

make np to her."
"Well?"
"I mean you were not thinking. Dear Law-

rence, you know so little about igootea! Wben
you took her out, when you tangfet fcr to
make flies "

"Yes?"
"You didn't want her to learn to oara for

yon.-1-

Then a very odd thine happened. The
squire rose from his chair and west ua to
his sister, laid his band lightly on necglarar,
and looked straight into her eyes. Wa3be
dreaming, or were there really shining tears
standing in his eyes?

"You coukln't jou can't "she stam-
mered. "Why, von have seen nothing of tho
girl"'

"A fortnight," said the squire, ma strangs,
strained voice.

"And Charles Daveaportl Oh, Lawrence!"
But Mr. Wentworth took out a letter from

the breast-pock- et of his eoat and handed it to
his sister.

"Dear Lawrence," thus ran the words,
"you will have heard of my disappointment.
It is six week3 out now that disappoint-
ment, as people still choose to eaJI it but I
am gett'ne reconciled. I won't say yet wbo
is staying down here, and who helps me to

reconciled, bat "
Mrs. Marshall placed the letter softly en

the table. Tbe signature was in full view:
"Charles Davenport." Keconciled. waa

Tbe signed name biased up into
her face and burned her sight.

"Lawrence." Mrs. Marshall said gently,
turning to her brother.

But she could not see him. A vision of their
past quiet hfe, a vision of the new life dawn-
ing for him. whilst her own path must Mo
elsewhere in solitude for eertain, in sorrow
perhaps: these visions rose up between her
and tho pale, gentle face of Lawrence Went-
worth.

Yet ho was gazing tenderly at her all the
time. And meanwhile, here was the new life
knocking at the door, opening tbe door softly,
coming in on tiptoe, half shyiy, half boldly a
new life, with sweet eyes drowned in tears, an
untidy head of hair, and parted red lips which,
murmured:

"Pleaso tell mo what time is my train.
When must I be ready to go?"

But she did not go. that slender new life in
hor white draperies. She came forward in-
stead and walked straight into the squire's
outstretched arms and nestled herself in-

stantly within his heart of hearts.
It was Mrs. Marshall who went away and

le!t them together those unexpected lovers.
Whether Miss Berners found her salvage

man too silent or too expiieit either then or
thereafter, tlu"3 chronieier cannot tell. Suffice
it to say that tho two were married after an
engagement as brief as had been their court-
ship.

There wero peoplo who insinuated that, the
squire was afraid of being jilted. But the
baro truth remains no was not afraid at alL


